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Florio y at Oxford. 



T 



I S true, my Friend, what bufy Fame has told, 

My Oxford Tenets I no longer hold : 

Broke from the flavifh Bond of lineal Right, 

I bow to Liberty's coeleftial Light. 

But yet, though chang'd, I feek by different Schemes 

My Country's Good, and fcorn our former Dreams : 

To Thee and Friendship I am ftill the fame, 

And bright as ever burns the facred Flame. 

Bad 
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Bad is the Caufe, which Florio can't defend ; 
The Reas'ning weak, which can't convince a Friend. 
What is this Shame of Change, you bid me fear ? 
Is it the Knave's Reproach, or Coxcomb's Sneer, 
Or Lies, which Malice will repeat in vain, 
A Fear of Danger, and a Hope of Gain ? 
Such Hopes and Fears, mean Motives ! I dilclame, 
And, cenfcioirs of no Guilt, can feel no Shame. 



: Too long thefe empty Phantoms have fuppreft 
Truth's facred Di&ateS rifing in my Breaft ; 
When ev'n amidft our Joys, and wet with Wine, 
I felt the Glimm'ring of her Ray divine : 
Such as on Thames* Banks, in Etons Shade, 
We both ojQce heard the Heav*n-inftrucT:ed Maid ; . 
Pleas'd at her Gall. through Learning's Maze toftray, 
Where Hallifax and Sandwich led the Way.; 



Now 
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Now dropt die tender Tear on Brutus Herfe, 
Now rais'd to Gzcrgc zrA Liberty the Verfe. 



The fad, the truly fhamerul Change you know> 
When fir ft we bow'd to Freedom's exiFd Foe : 
Led by falfe Teachers, by ourfelves betray 'd, 
By fancy 'd Right, and weak Companion fway'd, ' 
For oft' exploded Lies we quitted Truth, 
For Faction's guilty Cares the Joys x>f Youth. 
Say if thy coiifcious Mind unmov'd recalls 
Our Noonday Riots, and our Midnight Brawls ; 
How thy chafte Lips with fouleft Slanders rung, 
How Treafon thurider'd from thy tuneful Tongue. 
Inflam'd with Party Rage, and hot with Wine, 
What Ties reftrain'd us, focial or divine ? 
When did we fpare to brand the fpotlefs Name, 
The Statefinan's Virtue, or the Warrior's Fame ; 

Infult 
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lnfult thofe Laws, whicli fcreen'd us from our Fate, 
And curfe the Godlike Father of our State ? 



Here would I ftop — for fure thy gentle Heart ; 
Repentant owns the vile unworthy Part : 
But Truth and Friendfhip urge me to proceed, 
And wound thy Memory with thy blackeft Deed. 
Alas ! what Madnefs then my Soul poffeft, 
What wild obdurate Phrenzy fteel'd thy Breaft, 
When, in the Face of Heav'nY offended Pow'r, 
By Him, by every Hope of Joy we fwore, 
What ?~to fupport the Throne, we wifh'd to make, 
And guard the Government, we fboye to Break.— 
What then, what check'd tire Thund'rer's vengeM 



Hand, 



r * ~ j _ i . w *-*.«- w L 






His Pow'r. defpis'd; his deity pro&nVt; 
While thus to Treafon Perjury we' joinTd*'" rrrf. 
And proftituted God to cheat Mankind ?• 
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In vain you plead, with Guilt's evafive Art, 
" A different Language of the Tongue and Heart:" 
Or in a gayer Mood, and fmiling, "cry, . . -. , 

» 

" Our learned Do&ors fwear, artel why not I ?" 

Shall Ifis teach, in this enlighten d Age, 

A Fraud exploded by a Heathen Stage ? 

Shall Right aind Wrong change with a Pedant's Whim, 

Or reverend Sinners fan&ify a Crime? 

Tho' they, perhaps, purfue a fafer Road, 

And hold Sin lawful in the Caufe of God : 

Infpir'd by Romifli Zeal, th' Apoftate Train 

Can tafte no Joy till Romes weak Bigot reign : 
Mitres and Lawns their prieftly Pafiions raife, 
While the good Pontiff feeds the pious Blaze ; 
To each blind Swifs his -blank. Commiilions gives, 
And fandifies at once their pail and future Lives. 

B Such 



Such are, perhaps, thy Guides ; but O ! beware ; 
Small are thy Merits from the Papal Chair : 
Tho' factious Priefta are'iav'd by Mother Church, 
They leave th' unholy Layman in the Lurch. 



What various IE from- bHnd Obedience fprings, 
Th' unwarrantable Claim of Popes and Kings! 
'Tk fids that checks die Soul's aipiring Aim, 
Unnerves her Strength, and damps her hea-v'nly Flame ; 
'Tis this fupports triumphant Fdfliood's> Reign, 
While Truth fiibjecled feels her galling Chain j 
'Twas this, my Friend^ (or fay what other Pow'r 
Subdu'd out Minds in that ill omened Hour} 
This taught u* firft, with- reverential Dread, 
To aik no Proof of what the Mailer faid j 

His modey Syftems blindly to neeeive,, 
Unqueflaoa'd hear, and unconvine'd believe 

All 
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All that before, in Filmers heUifh Page, 
To Slav'ry bent a loofe degenerate Age ; 
Or what, from facred Store of ancient TaJes> 
Myfterious Carte in weekly Sheets retails ^ 
Proves both the Druid and the King divine, 
And hymns the Wonders of the fey'rite Line, 

» 

Where Heav'n's own Seal atteftsth'authentie Grant,. 
Which join'd in one the Monarch and the Saint. 
Then grieve not, Char ks> thy fruitlefx Labours eroft ; 

A fafe unftraken Throne yon ftill may boaft ; 
To Brunfwick leave, a idcii d Nation,' r 
Do thou with pious. Craft,, arid Maniu£h. Pray'r > 
Thy heaHng Virtues to- the World' make known, 
And for an. earthly fcek a heav'nry Crown. 
Thy Rome with Jay .fhalTapc the bfeft Abodes, 
And add one Stuart toher Thousand. Gods : ... . 
Thy Oxford toa fhaM riartbo fmfed Shrine,, . . • ' 
And ev'n the Martyr's Tomb be lefs rever'd than thine. 

B2 Still 
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Still do I fee the hoary Plaid-girt Seer, 
(A Crowd furrounding with attentive Ear) 
Unfold how Monarchy from Heav'n began, 
Who made a King when flrft he made a Man : 
A King compell'd a numerous Race to rear, 
Of Sons enflav'd to one predeftin d Heir ; 
That happy One to Pow'r Imperial born, 

t 

• The reft to Slavery, Poverty, and Scorn I 
From hence we trace the Lift of Royal Names, 
From haughty Nimrod down to exil'd James : 
From hence the Right inherent we derive, 
Which Birth bellows, but Virtue ne'er can. give; 
Th' exclufive Right to thofe choice Souls confin'd, 
By God appointed Sovereigns of their Kind. 
Theirs is — the Race of Man to fave, or flay : 
Ye Sons of Freedom tremble and obey t 



So 
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So large the Power, fo undeferv'dly giv'n, 
Who but muft own them Favourites of Heav'n 



While fuch-like Syftems all our Souls engage, 
Scorn'd are the Studies of our happier Age : 
No more we hear immortal Homers Song, 
Or Tyrants foil'd by fully s powerful Tongue ; 

* 

No more we glow with all that Cato thought, 
That Freedom dictated, and Luc an wrote : 

Whate'er old Greece to virtuous A&ions fir'd, 
Whate'er the glorious Sons of Rome infpir'd, 

Delights no more : The vifionary Schemes 

Of Monks, fucceed to Plato $ golden Dreams ; 

Dull, cloyfter'd Drones, with Minds untaught to prove 

The Hero's Rapture, or the Patriot's Love ; 

Prompt to deform their wife Creator's Plan, 

And fell the foil beft Gift of God to Man I 

By 
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By Thefe convinc'd that. Nature meant us. Slaves, 

No more our Breaft with public Spirit heaves j 

Reftlefs we burn to feel our fated Woes, 

And joip the mungril Schemes of Freedom's Foes j 

By pafiive Doctrines to Rebellion driv'n., 

And taught by Perjury to merit Heav'n ! • 



Tho' oft' to win the brave unwary Heart t 
Foul Fadiort kftQWs to pt^ty the Fatriot*s Fart : 
'Tis thus ItfezeMiySy haughty, bold.* aiyr loud,, 
With Stoic Raptures awes th'admiring Crowd : 
Virtue and Britain axe hk pompoua Themes — 
Revenge, juft yove, the' violated Names! 
What ? was it Virtue arm'd thy daring Hand., 
To deal rebellious Slander through the Land? 
Was it thy boafted Zeal for Britairis. Caufe,. 
Revil'd her Monarch, and deipis!d het Lawa , 
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In tender Minds perverted growing Triitli, 
And fflTd herPrifohs with corrupted Yotith? 
If fuch thy Merit, who can grudge thy Praife ? 
Go on, vain* ten, thy empty Trophies faiie' ; 
Still in a School-boy's Labours wafte thy Age ; 
In fulfome Ffattery, of m poindefs Rage, 
Still talk of Virtee, which you never knew ; 
Still Slander all to Her, and Freedom true. — 
Though crowded Theatres with 16s fhook, 
And ihouting Faction hail'd her Heroe's Joke, 
Who but muft fcbrn Applaiife, which K — receives? 
Who but muft laugh at Praife, which Oxford gives ? 



Ungrateful Oxford! was it then in vain, 
When griev'd you funk beneath a Tyrant's Chain, 
In vain did Naffau ufe his Patriot Cares, 
Redrefe thy Wrongs, and baniih all thy Fears ? 

Still 
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Still doft thou wayward court this hateful Race, 
Foes to thy Rights, and to thy Country's Peace ? 
Still doft thou thwart a grateful People's Choice, 
And damp by factious Feuds the public Joys ? 
While Georges Title by each Foe's confeft, 
And haughty France deferts her vagrant Gueft ; 
Sends him to ftrut an empty Polijh Lord, 
Or for the Crofier change perhaps the Sword ; 

r 

While Peace o er Europe's utmoft Confines reigns, 
And flieds her choiceft Gifts on Albion % Plains ; 
While to remoteft Ports our Sails we fend, 
Secure to meet in every Port a Friend ; 
Rever'd abroad, at home rich, happy, free, 

Shall England find her only Foe in Thee? \ 
Forbid it Heavn ! O ceafe the impious War ! 
If not to Reafon, lillen to Defpair ; 

Tempt not thy injur 'd Country's Rage alone, 

» 

But own the Monarch, Jove and Britain own. 



Thy 
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Thy Sifter , fee! her brighter Glories raife, 
And court t>y worthieft Arts her Sov'reign's Praife : 
"lis her's the generous Ardour to impart, 
Which guides to nobleft Aims the human Heart ; 
Each Grace of focial Virtue to inspire, 
And fill iheBriti/h Youth with Roman Fire. 
Her Sons exult beneath her foft'ring Wings, 
And here a Whitehead^ there a Mafon lings 5 

. 9 

While thine — (may Fame the hateful Truth conceal, 
And black Oblivion 'whelm the guilty Tale I) • 
Thy flavifh Race no Charms of Virtue move, 
Eftrang'd by poifonous Arts from Freedom's Love: ■•* 
Loft to their God, their Country, and their King, 
To Science loft, — their Joys from Riot fpring: 
O'er the full Bowl their fa&ious Zeal they boaft, 
Slander their Wit, and Slavery their Toaft : 

C to 
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To their wild Shouts thy Tow'rs refponfive rorc ; 
The Graces droop, &fc Mules quit the Shore. : 
What <*race the Sdns fcf Tredbri c&i adorn f ■__ 
What Mufe but flies ;th$ ilaviih Breaft with Scorn ? 



But Thou, to whom belong thefe artlefe I^s^ 
Thou dear Companion of nay earlieft Days, 

O view with friendly Eye tty orjee4oVd Youth* 
Fir'd in the Cauf<? fif liberty and Truth ! 
If, nobly wartn'd by Freedom's native Zeal, 
From Fa&apn's odious Face file tears the Veil ; 



If the rough Verfe too harfli Refentmeat fliows, 
O think what Ardour in his Sofona glows ! . 
Think *6 what glorious Point his Labours tend, 
The Welfare of his Country and his Friend ! 



For Her, for Th«e, my Breaft alternate feels, 
While fearching Thought each future Woe reveals j 

Now 
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Now fees thee penfive in the gloomy Cell, 
Where black Defpair, and broken Fadioa dweH ; 
Now by mhguided Zeal incens'd to War 
Agairift thy Country {hake thy Rebel Spear : 
Ever to Britain u&lefs, or abhor'd, 
Thy Eafe .inglorious, andaccurs'd thy Sword: 
Sad State of Freedom's Foes ! — But. (urn thine Eyes, 
And fee in virtuous Pomp her Heroes rife! 
See Loeh for Her unfold his facred Page ! 
See Hatnpde* Vtem a Monarchy lawkfs Rage! 
See gallant Sidney bleeding in her Came I 
See every fearfds- Champion of her Laws, 
Whom Albion i lateft Annals rhaU record, 

i 

Guarding he* Pteace, op brandiftung her Sword ! 
Whoe'er their ^Country's fecred Rights uphold,. 
Undaunted in the Senate, or the Field ; 
Each Care, each: Toil for Liberty faftain'd, 
fytfrilliatn refcu'd, and by George maintain'd! 
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Fir'd by the glorious Scene, awake, my Friend, 
Let thy long Dream of guilty Error end ; 
O fly yon Walls, where learned Folly reigns, 
Where Vice and Faction lead their thoughtless Trains ! 
To thy own Shades, to 



Groves repair; 

The Mufe attendant fhall await Thee there : 
There, while no Prejudice our Reafort blinds, 
No Wine beguiles, no rev'renc'd Teacher binds ; 
While no rude Clamors rend the peaceful Skies, 
Silent we'll hear our Parent Nature's Voice ; 
With pious Awe explore her beauteous Plan, 
But chief, our own, our proper Province, Man : 
Impartial feek whence Law and Order came ; 
What fecret Ties cement the focial Frame ; 
Whence Kings derive their delegated Sway ; 
What taught the pow'rful Many to obey ; 



The 
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The Force of One, or Intereft of All ; 

The fov'reign Will of Heav'n, or Reafon's Call. 




OF OXFORD 




Let favage India view with wond'ring Eyes 
Her mortal Gods, the Children of the Skies ; 
Let artful Priefts repeat the flavifh Tale, /jf iNsT '><x 

/^UNIVERSITY *^\ 

Or in the Gallic , or Campanian Vale: \ zi JUL1950 

Not fo our hardy Sires to Empire bow'd, 
Reafon their Guide, their End the public Good : 
For this the Man in Arms, or Arts renown'd, 

< 

Grateful they honour'd, and for this they crown'd ; 
On One the Burthen of the Whole was laid, 
And for Protection giv'n-Allegiance paid : 
For this great End (his Courfe of Virtue run, 
When the good Monarch left the vacant Throne) 
That jarring Pride, and civil Strife might ceafe, 
They bade the Son mould fill the Father's Place, ' 

Nor dreamt of Right inherent in the Race. 

No 
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No Prieft as yet the flatt'ring Tale had coin'd, 
That Heav'n the Many for die Few defigivd ; 

i 

Nor figh'd their Kings, by wild Ambition led, 

To barter filial Love for flavifh Dread. 

Ah ! how unlike the future Sons of Pow'r, 

Intent the Hand that rais'd them to devour ; 

While, loft all Thought of mutual Ties, the Throne 

Is fill'd by vaft Prerogative alone ! 

Like Homers Ducord fee the Monfter rife, 

Sprung from the Earth, yet foaring to the Skies ! 

Her to reprefi, and break a' Nation's Chains, 

Our gallant Fathers rofe : On bloody Plains 

4. 

Oft their confederate Banners they dhplayM, 

And fhook their Infant on Iris Throne with Dread. 

Genius of Britain/ oft haft thou beheld 

Thy Warriors toiling in the well-fought Field ; 

Oft hag fair Liberty fulfiU'd their Vows, 

And twin d her Laurel round their conqu'ring Brows. 



Illu- 
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IUuftrious Chiefs J by whofe JucceJarul Sword 
Britannia bends beneath no private Lord; 
Fix* d by whofe Arms th eternal Barriers 
And equal Empire rules the happy Land ; 

e 

Her People free, her Monarch truly great, 
Proud to he M'd Firft Subjecl: of her State 
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To guard that State by Birth aad Fortune chofe, 

No more let Florio rank among her Foes ; 

Born for the Good of Britain and Mankind,'. 

To that great Tafk, O I turn .thy generous Mind ; 
To that great Tafk the Country of thy Sires 

Thee loudly calls ; O ! hear her juft Deilres ; - 

In Albion % Councils take the proffer'd Share, 

Nor fliun the glorious Weight of public Care : 

There let Her fee thee, faithful to her Caufe, 

From Fadion's Infults vindicate her Laws \ 



Let 
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Let Her with. rranfport fee- each ikv'rite Son. 
Of former Ages bythy Praiie outdone; . 
While, ever mindful of her facrecl TrufV, 
True to thy King, and to thy Country juft, 
The Rights of both you guard with fteady Heart," 
And to the Statefmari's join the Patriots Part. . 
Then fhall thy Friend (nor thou refufe his Claim) 
With humble Pride partake thy a growing Fame j 
Happy, that not in lodfe inglorious. Strains, * . 
He fung of .cruel Nymphs, or love-fick Swains ; : 
But, yearly "taught the gen'rous Warmth' to feel ;. 

• ♦ 

Pour'd forth his honeft Song for England's Weal * 
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Set tainted Youth from -flavifti Ewer free, 
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And gave toBritdia fueh.a Son as Thee. 
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